
A THOUSAND MARCHING CORPSES 





CONTENTS 



T^r MARCH, 1 952 

VOL. 15, No, 4 



FACT 

A 1,OOU Maiehing Corpses 

The Governor's Lady Rocked 'Em 

Bridgea That Killed Themselves 

Lady Lion of Tennis 

White Squaws of the Muskingum 

Town of Time-Goes-By 

Love in Voodoo Land 

Crime in Cannon Street 

Hints lor the FamEy Nuvse 

Wizards Can he Wily 

FICTION 

The Whispering Stones 

Like a Conqueror 

Mountain of Ghosts 

FEATURES 

End of Argumenla 

Piclui-e Stories 

Crime Capsules 

ScEnario— by Gibson 

Sti-anger and Stranger 

Pointei'S to Better Health 

Home Plan. No. 86, by W. Watson Sharp . 

Double Column 

PiaLurii Mystery, featuring Kath King ... 

Talking Points 

Cartoons 



, Cedric R, Mentiplay •! 

. . . Edward Andrews 8 

Athol Yeomana 12 

. . . ... Franlc Browne 16 

Lester Way 20 

Jack Pearson 24 

.... Francis C. Battle 32 

J. W. Haming 5li 

. . , Edson L. Stannard 60 

Gay Doyle 56 

... H. M. Vandercook 36 

Alan Winston 40 

Mina Gray 80 



. 20-31, 52-54 

S4 

48-49 



71-78 

98 

1. 15, 19 , 23 , 44-45 , 47 , 51, 03 



1 Newspapers Ltd., Mocquarie Street, Porramotto, for the proprietors, 
>ty. Ltd., 56 Young Street, Sydney, lo which company oil rrionuscrlpf 
Ds oddressed FRANK S, GREENOP, Ediror-in-Chief. 
G. Murray Publishing Co. Pty, Ltd., Sydney. Publisher, KEN G. 
ACK PEARSON • General Manager. FItED. T. SMITH ■ Cartoon 
JRRAY • Production. WALTER KAVANAGH • Business Monoger, 
e Promotion, JOHN MINNETT • Circulation Manager. DOUG SPICER 
qsola Distri' ' . 



, FITZPATRICK Pty. I 



CORPSES 



nationality. 



y dlctatoi- who 
iook it out iirst, last, and 
nn his own p-eopls. It ^ 
testimony wliich finally 
the Hitler gang i-eceivei 
I[ evp-r Stalin and lut 
-I CAVALCADE, March, 



t is fEtally easy to 
...ei'ely because ol hia 
s worth remembermg 



that 
desserts. 



Hei-e is one group history, the Cbsc 
nf Ihp Thousand Matching CorpEes-- 
and if I can get it into your head^ 
ih'ii I siw this, checked !t, know n 
to be true in every detail, then -ttiiii 
article will have accompljKhed some- 

In tile hghtmg around Orel late m 
1941 Q Russia army corps was foic^d 
ir. surrender- The Germans headed 
the tliirty thousand survivors south- 
ward in a loiiR raai-ch thrnugh thw 
snow- By the time they i-eachi-1 
WoKsburg. in Austria, two mont.- 
later three thousand walltinE skele- 
tons were left. Many r 



ledin, Net! shiifflei 
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THE GUV'NER'S LADY 





And buslirangei's infested the roada 
and hills. One had written to Davey 
shortly before, a letter addressed- 
"From the Gnvemor of the Mountains 
to the Governor of the Town." 

The drunlcen Davey had laughed 
at this ard done nothing. 

Sorrell set to work to stamp out 
the busljiangers. By the end of his 
seven years at Hobsrt the bushrang- 
ing menare had vanished. 

He reformed tlie whole administra- 
tion o1 convicls and ordered that 
prisoner!! should be given clean shirts 
and shaved twice a weelt. The fe- 
male prisoners, who were ordered to 
wash for the men, did not approve, 
but the male prisoners were pleased 
with his new, humane regulations. 

Sorrell also cleaned up Xhe public 
service. This caused him "mora 
trouble and personal annoyance than 
even suppressing the bushrangers." 

All in all, his immediate superior, 
Ciovemor Lachlan Macquarie in 
Sydney, was delighted with Sorrell's 
administration and wrote home re- 
peated letters of praise. 
10 CAVALCADE, March, 1952 



Even ConmuBsioner Bigge, who 
came to investigate the whole admm- 
islration of the colonies, overlooked 
his private troubles. 

From the start. Sorrell had hved 
□penlv and franklv with Mrs. J^enf. 
He introduced her to his subordin- 
ates ES his wife and took her to -ill 
public functions— even to the openms 
af 3 new church. 

It wa.=! this which stuck in the 
throats of the angry gentlemen whose 
profits bad been disturbed by Sorrell = 
reforms. 

Among the gentlmen who had hec-r. 
dLsmissed from office was Anthony 
Tern Kemp. 

He immediately began to wiite a 
serie'i o£ outraged letters to Mac- 
quarie. Lord Bathuxst and the Binnop 
of London- These letters assumed a 
high moral tone: 

"If Vice itself can he excused there 
is yet a certain Display of it, a cei- 
fain Outi-age to Decency and Viola- 
tion of Public Decorum which, for tlie 
■Renefit of Society, should not be for- 




not tliat Lieutenant Gover- 



nor Sorrell keeps Mrs. Kent privately 
hut that he constantly attends her 
abroad. It is not the private Indul- 
gence of which I complain but the 
Public Insult. 

"It is lamentable to see the High- 
est Authority in the Island living in 
a Public state of Concubhiago , . . an 
evil example to the Rising Genera- 

"AU the Respectable Married In- 
habitants cherish the fond hope tliat 
Your Lordship will advocate th-i 
cause of Morality in the Flourishin,^ 
Island. 

"Mrs. Kent is publicly paradefi 
about the Garrison in an Equipage 
bought at Government Expense . . ■ 
insulting to Public Decency." 

Governor Macquarie, though a man 



of great personal rectitude, ignored 
Kemps letter. 

But Balhurst. the Colonial Secre- 
tary wrote to Sorrell asking for an 
explanation, 

Sorrell wrote back a straightfor- 
ward- manly letter. His relaUons 
witii Mrs. Kent were well-known at 
the time of his appomtment, he said, 
and a full account had appeared m 
the newspapers at the time of the 
damages suit by Lieutenant Kent, 

Ha drew attention to his years of 
good service in the aimy and as gov- 

Sorrell also Invited Kemp to Gov- 
ernment House, introduced hun to 
Mrs Kent (and their five children) 
and etplained the position. 

Kemp was obviously sorry foi thd 
his letters had slarterl 

When news came tlu' i -■ 



Sorrell would be recalled, cltizenb 
who appi'oved of his reforms called 
another public meeting. 

They subscribed £750~a big sum 
for those davs— as a testimonial to his 
work- The man who moved the reso- 
lution was Anthony Fem Kemp. 

Lord Bathurst. admiring Sorrell f 
administration ai'ranged that ^e 
should have a pension of £500 a jeai 
—which he drew for 24 years. 

And the rank and file of Hobart 
were even sorrier The humane Sor- 
rell was replaced by the martmet 
Governor Arthur. 

But there were no illegal ladies in 
Government House on which the 
gentry could base an attack on the 
. har.* Governor. 

Viii Dieman's Land had to put up 
■n Arthur for his full term. 




BRIDGES 



that hill thffmselw?es 




Next time you're travelliite the iiigliway and jou have to 
cross a bridge be sure vou'ce not wiiistlmg iii tlie ilnik. 



ATHOL YEOMANS 



SYDNEYSIDEHS of a sombre turn 
of mind who travel across the 
Harbour Bridge every day will be. 
amused— or diverted— to speculate on 
the chance of the exotic stmctui e 
giving up the ghosl and fsUrag ig- 
iiommiously into the harbour. 

As a stimulus to their thoughts 
these amateur ghouls might pondei- 
the events of January 31st, last jeai, 
and consider what happened to the 
3 -million dollar bridge across Ihe 
river betiveen Montreal and Qiiebec 
City. 

This nine-arch, a third ot a mile 
long- was opened in 1943. with the 
usual fanfare of headlines, press 
jianvEt^rici on engmoering (past and 



present) and politicians praises. 

Three years later, on January 31, 
four spans tell simultaneously out oi 
the bridge into the ice-covered rivei-, 
So did four cars and their drivers. 
The rescuers found the bodies easily 
enough, because the headlights weie 
still shming under tlie water. 

Survivors? Three suddenly -so liercd 
after-partv revellers were rescued 
from a la^i which had landed oa an 
ice floe. 

The revellers had hardly been 
touched. 

And that is only one eicample. 

Despite modem engmeeimg, bridge 
crashes are not so rare as you may 
think. Take the ei^-million pre-war 
dollar Tacoma suspension bridge m 
W^ishington State (U.S.), 

II was E bridge to end all bridges. 




BpliBvP it not Hollywood seems to be suddenly becoming 
ooniimnu-cnnscinus. Current rumoura— which appear to have less 
than the usual tinge o£ whimsy common to Fumdom gossip- 
claim tliat star pay checiues are due for an early cut jf box- 
(iffi^P blues continue. Studio executives are already litudymg 
balaripp sheets and emitting hoUow moans. Among the nardest 
hit victims are hinted: Cary Grant (300,000 doUars a ftlmj; Gregory 
pBfk (250-000 dollars): Garv Cooper (300,000 dollarsj and Jane 
Russell (200.QOO doUars). At present, star salaries often run uvev 
500.000 dollars before a single line of script is written or a smgls 
foot of celluloid Shot. 

-pr,.m "Photoplay." tlie woild'a finest motion picture magazuio. 



companies were faced with a SVa- 
million dollar payout. 

The reason? There was plenty of 
strength in Gertie. The breeze rust- 
ling across the Sound had acted imder 
the roadway just tlie same way air 
acts on an aeroplane wing— and be- 
cause the bridge was so slender, it 
started to vibrate like a violin string. 

Suspension bridges nowadays have 
ail' slots and deflectors built into the 
decking ... but that doesn't console 
Ihe Tacoma Bridge Authority. 

Then there is the sorry story oL 
Uie Tay River bridge disaster, which 
—altliough it happened in 1373— is still 
a grotesque memory to the British 
Railways. 

Oq that gale-sv ept bridge over the 
River Tay in Scotland 80 people 
died suddenly. 

The fact that 20 men were slain 
while building the bridge, had been 
already forgotten by the time the two- 
mile long crossing was opened to rail- 
way traffic. 

Local residents were grimly remind- 
ed of it on the hitter December night 
two or three years later. 

It began to blow what, by a mild 



understatement, migJit be called a 
tempest. The wind was soon blowing 
people to the ground as they struggled 
for the safety of their homes. A few 
minutes after seven tlie usual even- 
ing train entered the bridge ap- 
proaches. Several people were look- 
ing from different places to see if the 
driver would attempt the crossing on 
such a night. He did. Picking up 
tile signal staff from the box at the 
end, he drove slowly across the 
bridge. Halfway, almost lost to view 
of the signalman, the tail lights faded. 
There was a cascade of sparks and 
nothing more. The signalman— and 
the master from the nearby station- 
raced horrified for the bridge. Though 
they crawled and stiuggled, the wind 
stopped tliem before they could go 
far enough to see what had bap- 
liened. But they found an ominous 
sifin~the water pipe running across 
the bridge was broken and spouting 
over the side. 

Meanwhile, Cie signalmen on the 
other side had found that the ex- 
pected tram had not arrived. They 
had no communication with their op- 
posite number two miles away. A 
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She plavetl a fast game, and Doi- 
nthv siitiply blasled her oil the coiu-l 
with a game ah out Lwite as fast. 
The lans thought Ihey might well bo 
looltmg at the new Champ, cei- 
lamlv at a liniilist. 

As often happens, the new star nK;t 
somebodv awkward. In this case it 
was the German girl, Hilda Spurlmg. 
The Fraulein was a tennis fraud, m 
that slie apparently did everytlimg 
wrong. She held her racket awii- 
wardlv. vet she could produce volle.i s 
of grent sfeadmess. 

Dorcilliv Round went into Ihc game 
expecting to win the speerl. Sht 
found it impossible to get the givl 
across ihc nel out o( a steydy jog- 
trot. In nn effort to break up the 
SpurliiiH game. Doixitliy went ber- 
serk- uii.'l error-x flowed from her 
racket as ball alter ball smaslied mto 
the net. She lost in straight .^ets. 

From there on, she settled down tu 
learn to deal with the crafty game. 
She realised that if she was ever go- 
ing to amount to anvthmg. she had 
to be able to deal with ever^-tliing 
from drives to drop-ahota. 

In 1933. two years later, a new and 
steadier Dorothy Round won her 
wav through to the iinal. PerliaiJS 
her drives were lusl that httie 
bit slower than the ones that brought 
pull.s from the baselines, back tw3 
vcnrs before. But they were eont- 
Irollcd now. truer, harc;er to send 
back. She had beeonie tactieiEi.i 
who played either tl'e Ion;; or shoi u 

In the final, she met Helen Will.<. 
Wills had not lost a set in five years, 
The first set of the match saw the 
Champion win 6-4. The second had 
not gone very far. when it could be 
seen that Helen was m trouble. 
Never fast m coming into the n°t, 
the was finding Uie English gjil a 
rihortened game a real trLiublu. 



It was the first set that liad not 
been plaved comiDletelv according to 
play, in five vears. Dorothy Eoiand 
ran out a winner, from a tiruig. and 
prettv puzzled Champion. 

But she was still not ready, not 
Quitn. She attempted to win tlio 
third sot with drop shots. Know- 
ing the WUls reputation for steadiness 
in long rallies, she tried to shorfe.l 
Ihem Willi the drops, which nevei 
qiiite seemed to come off. 
Helen Wills kept her Championsliip. 
Tlie next vear Dorothy went -o 
America with the Wiahlman CulJ 
Team, to play m the annual match 
between Enaland and tVie U.S. She 
.seemed listless, and over cautious, 
imd wn'i be^lttl■l in the match. 

But in the quarter hnal of tli: 
American Singles Championship, she 
staged a comeback with a vengeance. 
She met Sarah Palfrev Cooke, one of 
tlic greatest women teimis players 
that America has seen, and defeated 
her in straiaht sets. 

Bui in the semi-Iiiial. she met 
Helen Jacobs, who made her look 
foollsli. with a variety of spmneia 
and slices, to defeat her fairly easily. 

B" now- there wei'c a lot of people 
who tlinuglit that Dorothy Round, 
like sii many others whu had come 
up quickly, wa.s a false alarm. That 
unless somebodv played a game that 
suited her. .she didn t have the ability 
lo adapt herself. 
Rhc went through ;i bad patch of 

=.pu-'iieri; an-1 sheers, and dropped a 

Bv the time Wunhiedon wrrived m 
1934. she wns iiol amongst those fav- 
oured to make the hnal four, let 
■ alone win the title. 

She siiocked tiie critics by rumimg 
Uirough to tlie Final with consum- 
)Jiate ease. There, .she met MUe. 
Simone M.ithieu. the top French 
CAVALCALiE, Mofcn. 19S",; 1-7 




of all I 



By now. peiipip had ceased to du 
much predictmg about the course o' 
a game in which she appeared. 
She won the first set comtortsblv 
_j. enough, and then, in the second. 

mb^a^^^^^Bm^. lo lose it i-e. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Kolish 

■PWwttlH 'feast iffffSe, Then, with all the 
drama of the papular prizefiglit pic- 



Dorolh- 
lo take thi 



ni the hero, aftei- bemg m 
produces a knockout punch. 
Round ceme to light, wor. 
[les 111 a row. and went on 
I. and the Championship, 



Dorothv Round ivas an enigma. It 
was impossin'e lo sav wilh any cer- 
lEinty, as ^t was with other great 
plaveis. who sl:e could beat, and who 
could beat her. 

But unquestionablv. on her da v. 
tlie answer lo the second half of the 
question was Nofaodv. ' 



CATCH AS CATCH CAN 



By GLUYAS WILLIAMS 




ESOUfOHffiONTl.ftWN SEfS am ^F^ER entl. HEftfflSlTBfiCKiBfM-L RE-rtJRN "fHROW SOES 

wm RUBBE:R BAU AiJD which son has lilSOWN INTO NEIfiHBOR'S OVER HIS HEAD fiND 

i1 SMflLL 60M -To HIM SODP 15 FEET VftRD BfCHUSE SD)J WW SEJEfihL ViRPS To HI! 

ftVCKTcH TOHISRI&HT |lW<Erif OH Wli-fcHIH6ftH I""' - - - ■ - 




GETS SEf To TrtSOW H calls AHO CfiLW.UMTil. 
SfiCK MO DliCoyERS PEAK OF l(iU6HTER IN' 
-frtfrf SON HAS DIS- FORM HIM SOU TUDUSHT 
APPEASED rr WOULD BE FJNriVfU 

HIDEBEHlMEfteUSi' 



Tlihhs To Explain fc oichs Bfliu up mI 

WIFE ATWiflEOW WHV TiNDS THAfSoH H 

HE WAS CRUINfi, SOM 60NE To PIW WlTri BOVS 

MAKiKS AN ACCURATE fltROSS THE 5TBEE< 6DE^ 

bewrn Thkow, aiP- into house, sishwg 

PIU6 HlMONTriEEfiR 



CAVALCADE. March, 19^1 19 




In the long march back to the land 
ot the whites, many of the released 
captives escaped from their saviouiE 



to the age of r 
1 India 



leiy- 
1 after 



scalping the dead. They were taken 
away, certain that they would he 
mui'dered in the forests. 

, murdered . . . BXid 
Mary's story gives t 
warriors of the raiding pai'ty had 
tribal ohligations they were bound to 
fulfill. Their laws compelled them 
to" avenge the dead— a life for a life, 
a scalp for a scalp, 

Tliose Indians needed s definite 
number of lives to even the score- 
no more, and no leas. And they took 
exactly that nimiber, choosing thi? 
old and infirm as their victims. The 
fate of the rest of ttie prisoners was 
solemnly considered hy a tribal coun- 
cil, and each was assigned a place in 
the life of the Shawanoes. 

Mary Jemison became part of a 
smaU group which supplied most oi 
its own needs. On the day she 
joined them, the medicine man took 
22 CAVALCADE, March, 19S2 



her by the hand and, in the presence 
of the entire group, led her to the 
He drew her into the water, 
pronounced invocations and immersed 
her. When she came out, her alien 
blood was washed away; she was 
purified of the sins of flie white 
people and wes received by the 
squaws as a sister. She was one of 
them, a Shawanoe, with the rights 
and obligations of an Indian maiden. 

The captives were widely dispersed! 
but Mary encountered them all in tlie 
years that followed. She saw yoimg 
white men painted to mark their full 
initiation as warriors, and beai'ing 
arms. She saw toddlers who had been 
carried off with her, and she ob- 
served the love with which the 
squaws tended them. 

Mary Jemison herself learned to 
adapt herself. When 
brave wanted her— and the tribe c 



dieir wilderness had become an island 
in the midst of the whitp men's farms. 
When she wrote her autobiography, 
it was as an Indian speakmg for 
Ihe Indians that she wi'ote. 

Jenny Cerr. on the other hand, did 
not escape, did not try to escape. But 
the Shawanoe brave who had wooed 
her, and who handed her over to 
Bouquet, followed the army as it 
withdrew. Each night. h(= stood as 
near as the senti-ies would allow and 
watched for a glimpse of Jenny. The 
expedition reached the border coun- 
ti-y, where desperate frontier people 
killed aU Indians on sight, and the 
young brave stiU foUowed. He was 
of the danger; Jenny begged 
retui-n. but he refused. He 



him to 



behind Iiim. and he died. 

So there you have the inCar 
the ferocious Kedskm. 



acked 




I 
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ol vai'iely, eh? Or , 
I Americai.-Way-o£-Life De- 
partment; Mr. an:i Mrs. Elmei \ 
KeiT and Mr. and Mis. Dii:k 
WiTgett left their homeo u) 
Paradise [Southern Califot- 
one week-end and dro^/p 
s the bordei- to Mexico. 
\ There they were tnsklj 
i divorce,-3 and, immediately 
1 thereafter, exchanged partaeio 
in two marriage ceremonies. 
The four then moved to the 
nearbv town of Ch.co, -still 
I the hest of fnends. 



shining moment by presentmg them 
with gifts of iron and beads befoie 
Ihev departed. 

Wliich was apparently Cook^ mi., 
take- The "Indians seem to have 
gained the impression that he wa.. a 
heBVcn-°ent Benevolent Society. At 
lea-'t on Julv 19, seventeen of them 
ret'vned "Scornlully re3ectmg bis- 
cuits" thev demanded a turtle and 
tried to take it by force. Foiled, they 
leaped into their eanoes and rowed 
hard for the shore. Cook promptl, 
pot out a boat's crew and managed 
|p land before them. But the In- 
dians" were agUe. Snatching br^d^ 
from beneath a kettle of boiling 
pitch, they fell back upon the age- 
old s:i-ategy of setting fire to the 
^ra^T .zo ai to burn out the camp. 
The blacksmith's forge was destiejed 
and a pig scorched to death befoie 
the flames were quenched. _ 
Meanwhile, the "Indians had 
riBEhed on to again ignite the grass 
■'where f^ailors were washing and 
drving nets," Enough being as good 
a' too much a musket loaded witn 
«mall-shot was discharged, whien 
(..ays Cook) drew blood at 40 yaid;. 
7ii riUALCADE, March. 1952 



and the tribesmen fled. Their pa^e 
was speeded by a second vollej vt 
■imll-shot. It wa,s only afti:r a con 
^iderable interval that a wi^^ened 
ancient emerged reluctantly from the 
^crub to indicate by signs that it had 
ill been s terrible misunderstandrng. 

\= a matter of fact, the -Indian^ 
were still apologismg when, on 
August 5, Cook unwarped the En- 
deavour" from a tree and waa gont, 
Toda" both the "Indians" and the 
tree have gone, too. With the tree, 
Oie Railwav Department succeeded 
where the "Indians" had faded. 
Bui'ning oS grass beside the lm-=, 
railwavmen also contrived to flie 
Cook's tree. All that is now left 
on the '^ite of llie camp is the charred 
remnant of a stump. 

But neither the "Indians noi the 
U-ee have been forgotten. The dea- 
cendaiit-s of the "Indians" stdl roam 
between the Daintree and the Bloom- 
field Hivers. in much the same state 
as when Cnok encountered them. As 
for the tree, what is claimed to be 
the last portion of its trunk, 
together with its brass plaq>ii=, 
is 'heltcred m Cooktown schoomousc, 
aloneside a scale model of the En- 
deavour" (shaped lovingly by, oLl 
OUev Limberger who haa ™iled 
this coast man and boy for d(I yearii 
and sails it still aboard lire -Me,- 
inda"l: while on the wall of a real 
e-tite aeenfs cyclone-battered oihce 
hangs a photograph of the tree js 



Yet Cook's is not the only gho=t 
that haunts those whaivea. Ther. 
too at what was called Wharf 

No 3. to be exact ... the vanguaid 
of the Palmer gold-rush diggers 
surged ashore from the A.S.N. Com- 
pany'.'! steamer, -Leichhaidt on Oc 
tober 24- 1873, In all they numbered 
Qfi Queenslandcrs, New South 

Welshmen. Victorians and New Zea- 
landcr-^ - - plus a black-boy. oerr;y, 



uue ot the party who first found the 

flald. Most of them were afoot and 
I all of tliem burdened by swags that 
j weighed a miiiiinum of 70 lbs. 
U Thev camped lliat night under the 
S' shadow o£ Grassy Hill: but gold-fov^r 

wa-^ running hot. Next morning. Ave 
f of them— heedless of warnings— ]iress- 

ed ahead mto the ranges. Onlv uno 

Unawed, their companions followea 
. . . strange men . . . wild men . . . 
some nameless . . . some known only 
f to history as ''jack the Blower and 
' " Jimmv the Poet " . . . some to periisn 
I on the track . . . some to clash with 
the tribes at Battle Camp Range and 
to struggle through to Palmerville to 
stake tbetr claims and to pay 3j2U 
" for a bag of flour and buv horse-- 
shoe nails for their weight in gold. 
Some returned to Cooktown . . . with 
memories to liaunt the wnarves. 

And as vou walk up tlie dusty 
road from the wharves to the town- 
ship, otlier ghosts com.e out to meet 
vou . . . Cook once more, wiHi a 
muzzlo-loadiiig cannonade guarding 
his tail marble column ... a caun 
of stones m remembrance of that 
luckless explorer. Edward Kennedy, 
whose life bled awav through spear 
wounds as lie lav m Jackv-Jackv .-i 
black arms . . . the pitiful memorial 
to Mrs. Mary Beatrice Watson, whi) 
—With her habv boy and a Chinese 
cook — put out to sea m a ship s tanli 
to escape tlie savages of Lizard 
Island, only to die of tlurst on the 
beach of Warson Island, not 34 miles 
away . . . the skeleton of the last 
of the gold-rush hotels, its roof 
torn awav bv hurricane winds: its 
walls collapsed and decaved: the 
notice: "... Licensed Victualler" 
barelv visible above the door: and 
at one corner, a board hanging askew, 
lettered with the single wordr "BAR- 
BER" ... the ghosts throng thiekt-r 
and thicker as vou pass. 



township— at the ce 
Ling— Oiat the aho,' 
Cooktown cemeter 



Yet here , 
bladev-grus 



as is fit- 
closest. 
; felt the 
though some head- 
whilu and well- cared 
fallen and shatteretl 



of Cooktow: 
Hero a trim maible slab c 
ates Albert Maclaren. founder of the 
New Guinea Mission, who "labouifd 
in his vocation at Gravesend. Englann; 
Maitland. New South Wales; Mackay 
in uueensland: and who finislied his 
com-.?e at sea between Samarai and 
Cooktown. December 27, 1891." A 
small cross mark.s the grave o£ Eliza- 
beth Jardine. km to the two brothers 
who blazed the trail up the Peninsula 
to Caps York. A memorv of Franco 
is cherished m the simple mscription: 
"La Republique Francaise aux Mar- 
ins de 1-Allier . , . 1879-1907 . . . 
"From the French Republic to thf 
Scaraen of the -Aiher . ■ Ana a cop- 
per plaque, torn from its wooden base 
and tossed half-hidden m the grass, 
records in, flowing German script and 
under the crown and anchor his com- 
rades' tribute to Pieter Maras of 
H.M.S. "Albati'oss." 
There are manv others besides 
. but most of all 1 remember a 
red -rusted piece of cast-iron witn 
liligreed edges. It bore the almost 
indecipherable words; Sacred to the 
Memorv of" . . . and after that there 
was nothing. Yet the grave at lis 
feet was very real. 

So it js in the Town of Time-Goes- 
Bv . . . and so I think it will be. 
Perhaps somedav soon Cooktown may 
revive to its former prosperity; hut 
whatever happens, it seems to me 
that the ghosts will remam . . . 
flickering like lirc-fhes or like torches 
in the dark. 
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Wlmt Is a ■■Megabuck'? 

Don'l, believe us . . . bill we learn 
that a "megabuclc" is scjentiflc slang 
for 1 OilO-000 doUai-s. Tlie news leaked 
out' when it w"=i L-evealcd that Di. 
B N Alexendev. ol the U.S. National 
Bureau of Standards, has designed a 
completelv electi'onic vecord-keepms 
system whioli need not be totichod 
iDv human hands. Claims Dr. Alex- 
ander: "Tlie si-atcra can be used lo 
agure out gas bills or maurance pre 
mium paj-ment notice=, or to keep 
" track ol inventory for the military, 
Of in a department stero.- But ac- 
countants and their statistical ilk need 
not panic. It is estimated tliat thi-ee 
vears' hard work and the investment 
of one "mcgabuck" are rcquii-ed be- 
lore Dr. Alesander s brain-thdd (.vn 
stand on its own feet. 
Doe« Thumb-sucking Harm Babie^? 

Now- resU-ain yom'selves, you ap- 
palled parent^!. According DoroUv 
W Barueh- PhD., a consulting 
psychologist practism,- m Beyerl., 
Hills- CElifomia (U.S.). tlia answer is. 
"DefinitelY no!" In ia=t, Miss Baiucn 
urging doctors to tell anjuou. 
mothers in no uncertain teuns that 
babv'a thumb-suclung will do torn no 
harm." She adds: "The body-pleasUiH 
that corner to a babv with sucking 
"i- an imuortant end in Jtsell. Ju.t 
a.: he cannot get his own food, l.e 
cannol.reach for a cigarette. He ma,, 
however, reach for his tliumb; th. 
child who is allowed to suck enouah 



earlv eoougli olten enough gets ovl-i 
hi!' hunger for sucking more rapidly. 
Ate "Calm" Foils Most EfTicieiit? 

Believe it or not. the nTi=wer ^cero . 
to be "No-" AcLiOrding to i-esearclieiL. 
•il the -Tolm HoiikiiiK University 
tUS-)- the person who dues best 
under sti-ain is not the person who 
looks calm and acts calm, indica- 
t'-n=- ire that ^uch individuals ate 
acluallv distracted from then woik 
bv their efEor^;; to control tl>e.r 
emotion'' and not to show signs of 
worrv. Acluallv. the man who do== 
his best under stTam is the one v.ho 
"ets up^et-whose hands shake, wbo 



pound. 



ml i 



. ....... Eoii'S iiilo Vl''' 

nio contriillinE himself. 
„ man who is as placid 

1-ond: he generally acl.>> as fa=t. 
Wii^- Do Animals Hibevnatc? 

Tal-c il casv: thare docsn I ^eL-.i 
to be iust one single anaivei to tins. 
Lack of iood may play a pait. -5o 
niav decreased temperatures; but n^L 
evervthing. The generaUy-held no- 
lior !•= that animals hibei-nate iUSt 
because they happen to feel that way. 
At a stated time each year (tegacd- 
le^s of evervthingJ, certain ammais 
;u=t ''elect suitable spots, curl them- 
selves up, and remain comatose until 
the lollDwing spring. Its an m 
gr-ined insUnct and there s nothms 
vou can do about it . . . except envy 
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keyhole version 

So yon tlilnk lie live, ol llioso c.rvnreo.is 
CLttfea wlio clecoralc the magazine landscape 
and all litorary points tliereabonts are coni- 
po.eJ mlirely ol beanx anil kirannJy. . . . 
well, tale anotlirr tliinl. von clots . . . drop 
into tl,e life ol Bn.liara Nicl.ols. „„r ol 
the to], rover-oiils in U.S. . , . Jet a 
l,ey-I,ole ai,ale on In-r clay , . . an.l lie 
™nvin,-,..l diffen-nilv. Ha,l,ara naa-| In- 

„ lie-a l~.d- llu- nl'oo < lo lln.I . . . 
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mamislni. tht voodoo pnv^W:-^. To Sh<- 
Lf old woman is told Ihf stni-v 
Ik of iinretumed love. 

The liiamaloi. wi-^c in tlii'- secret'^ 

of vondoo. readies foi' her box of 

■ wi2ardj;y, extracts two sewmg needles. 
And as the voung girl watches the 
raamaloi places the neadles side bv 
side, pomt to eye, and binds tlie 
needles with pieces of waol. 

'He wjll be vour lovei> soon." she 

The girl leaves, no longer detected. 

Haitian love la dependent upon thi) 
i-oll and the beat of skin di-imis. for 
rhythm is the sun tliat breathes iiie 
into their soui. 

Usually these orgies of voodoo are 
ci'eated several times ti month. Word 
IS sent by drum and by mouth until 

■ all membei's of the cult are informed 
And that night with the inamaloi. 
ancient customs prevail with a svm- 
bohc ceremony to tlieir god the groen 
serpent, the Great Damballa. In n 
Jarge clearmg sitting on the gi-ound 
eround a fire, the faithful wait with 
solemn reverence. The drums com- 
mence, and respondine with perfection 
of unity, men and women begm to 

Strong, muEculiir men conti-ol tlie 
drums as their glistening bodie.'i stand 
apart m tne moonlight. Some drums 
are beat giving the short tom-tom- 
tidd-tom while others develop the 
baroom— baroom-hoom that rolls over 
the hills, seepme into llie hlood o£ 
the imiocent xinhl tliev are halt- 
crazed from the incessant viljraiion.'i. 

After what see ins like endless 
choruses of eantations. tlie di-ums 
grow silent and a woman stands alone 
m the cn'cle, her bodv silhouetted m 

/her loose clothing. Hhe is the priestess 
of theu^ god. The drums increase 
their tempo and the maraaloi re.opond^i. 

■violently, with sporadic gestures. 

The pulse of the drums throb faster 
and faster, unceasing! v. One feels 



li.i-: m,idne.s.s o[ leiipin.; !„\viird.^ llie 
figure in the circle. 

On, the woman continues, untiring, 
.^jcokmg the acme of this exulted 
tlance. And as she liesitates for a 
moment, her bodv releipses mto im- 
controllable tremblmg^J 

Then, suddenly, she is poised and 
in her hand she holds a black cock. 
the aacriTicial ofEer for voodoo. The 
drums begm anew with a fuEilladu 
iif sounding that is so deafening that 
one cannot thmk— but one does not 
wish to thmk. In a frenzied dance ol 
!e»'d gestures, tlie mamaloi swmgs 
the bird m Ibe air and from her 
frothy lips e.iecls the cries of the 
Congo. 

TliL crowd stirs restlessly with 
excited anticipation. Thev wait as 
I'll- iiiiuiialoi di^capitales the bird and 
i-atches Ihc tcpkl blood m a bowl. 
ThL-n tile taithful arc blessed. 

With tills a^t completed and the 
oSrermg made, tlie people begm voo" 
doo (lance around the fire as the 
drums thunder into the night— baroom 
baioom-boom! Around and around, 
hot porspirmg bodies of men and 
women begm the fanatic dance m a 
chain eftect with their electrified 
bodies touching one another. Tlie 
drums numb uU except then* natural 
instincts. And as the vibrations caus5 
each dancer to tremble in pure, lungle 
ecstacv. cries of enchantment, of re- 
lief, of lust shriek above the drimis 
until the dance is a mass of .sugges- 
tion. On thev dance, screammg. 
chanting imtd entangled p.Tirs fall to 
tile gi-ound and otliers seek the cool- 
ness of the lungie. 

Then, one bv one. the drums re- 
main Silent as their master succumbs 
to fatigue and slips from Ins place. 
And when the last drummer falls, all 
IS quiet, hut for the rustle of leaves, 
tlie screams of delight. The dance is 
finished — this is Voodoo Lovel 
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GOLDEN TOUCH . . . 

CiislQins officers at New Delhi (In- 
dia) recently went close to kickinf- 
Ihe bucket (in all senses) when thev 
scratched a milk-pail carried by u 
cuy little lemalc passenger who had 
just arrived by plane from Karachi. 
The scratch revealed that the milk- 
pail was made of pure gold. Mean- 
while— pi-obably to prove that East 
and West occasionaUy do meet — a 
European, woman, arrested by Ital- 
ian police at the frontier post at 
Casanova (between Switzerland and 
Italy), was "dressed in gold." Cal- 
looing carbonieri were rapt to observe 
that she had 2 lb. of smuggled gold 
stitched in small sachets to her 
scsnties. The gendarmes had ants Ip 
their pants. 

SOUR NOTES . . . 

Opera singer Violet Cortopassi, oE 
San Francisco, has filed a 7,400 dollar 
damages suit against her next-door 
neighhoui'. Claims singer Cortopass:; 
"My neighbour's two dogs howled me 
into giving up my singing career." 
Expanding. ' Signorina Violet com- 
plained bitterly; "Whenejver I started 
to practise, a hunting dog and a span- 
iel began to sound off— off key, too. 
I had to get medical attention." 
Asked for her version of the fracas, 
the neighbour, Nellie Opalinsky. re 
torted tersely: "She keeps cats." 



ON THE BALL . . . 

In Paris, Fortune Teller Juliette 
Pialat, charged with bopping her 
spouse on the eyebrow with an out- 
size in clubs, explained oifendedly; 
"I read the cards and all the signs 
indicated that my dear husbtui'l 
would suffer a heavy blow." Wiiich 
was nothing to the blow inflicted on 
Juliette ... no less than liiree long 
months in the cooler. 

COP THAT , . . 

In Akron, Ohio (U.S.). four inot- 
fensive and unsusijecting gcndarraea 
were shot dead — without a clue, 
without a motive and on four suc- 
cessive days. To this day, no one 
knows what might have happened 
next if the underworld had been 
able to keep its singers from caroi- 
hng. But someone insisted on sing- 
ing. Confused constabulary were re- 
duced to running round hi tighter 
and tighter circles when an anony- 
mous phone call advised (somewhat 
vaguely, maybe): "Look for a man 
with a scarred hand m New York." 
Believe it or not, the Scar Fist w^s 
unearthed and with him was un- 
covered a five-man murder syndi- 
cate. Incentive: An Atron vice riiiS 
was paying the trigger-men 250 dol- 
lars per head for any policemen 
kUled— anywhere, any time and no 
matter who. 



-A- Opposite: Study by Paul Koruno 
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j^OLA aucopted their challenge He 
must, as raedi cine-man of 13ip 
iitOe African village And lie knew 
well the conseauences it he failed to 
olease the villagers with his magic. 

So jt had been when he. Kola, had 
pi-oved that his magic was strongei- 
tlian the old Medicine Mail in whii-;e 
place he now stood. 

He could not admit to hiniKelf tliat 
it might have been just good lufk 
It was, he refused to doubt. hi.= medi- 
cine that had been the most potwit 
The old Medicine Man had na^t hi'; 
spells and chanted his chant= and 
brewed his herbs: but still thp hunt- 
ing Iiad been bad: still thi- lrnr,srd<! 

still the 



y-diili 



and the 



. ...Id the 
jom their plum'i 
had been mei'e 
■ns . . . wilted 
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plump and glossv and were eager 
for love. 

So it liad been that the villager:! 
had found pleasure m him. Kola, anci 
had accepted him as medicme-man. 
for the old doctor couM not face 
the challenge. 

Which was the same challenge 
which he. Kola, must 

Only his son remained beside hm^ 
with imauestioning faith. Kola wish- 
ed that one dav. his son. Bokawa, 
would take his place and provide the 
village with wisdom and knowledge. 

It happened on 
that the young callow voutli of the 
village would clomoui' for ch: 
"Awav witli tlic old! Kola'R wiKdoin 



whispering stones 



ladn't forgotten but 



itiL'v Ki'ied. But always 
Id Liiun' impetuosity and 
.■II infill- respect, 
true. Kola agi'eed pen- 

! old. And in a 
wiiijiii join the spirits 

iors. If he could 
cwi-j.' more, the village 
ii' 1:11 live well under his 
II till' next year when 

; oi age. "Could 
. j\nia asked himself, 
i>iiiLii:!r had prospered 

tions and was 
!> iiodLL spirits?" 
11. HIT isce sank to hif 
hut the dark- 
Soon it clothed 

t reverence as 
«n jiiK ancestors. In 
le maai mystify the vil- 

: magic, 
ti 10 himself as he 
li maiMC. He believed 
iiiii'r Hid and his father 
Bui noi as the villagers 



fell 1 



. his 



Kola did not welcome the new day. 
Around his head he tied the ribbon 
of heron feathers, the sign of his 
olSce. He found before him goat's 
milk and ripe bananas brought by 
his sou. 

■'I have no hunger this morning. 
Bokawa." lie told his son sadly. "Tho 
spirits have robbed my sleep and ray 
hunaer for food." 

"Have tliey given wisdom, father?" 

"I have asked, ray son." 

The king of the Watusi tribe sat 
regally in his leopard chair and lis- 
tened to the words of the voung men 
around him. He was an honest king. 
Kola reflected as he walked slowly 
towards the gathering, but his eager- 
ness to do right sometimes over- 
shadowed the good he bitended. When 
Kola approached the king, he bowed 
acknowledgingly. 

The king spoke. "Kola, the village 
tells me that you are old and ready 
for the long jomney to your an- 

"I am old," Kola admitted. 

Excited whispers shifted through 
the crowd of young men. When the 
hushed whispers had subsided, Kola's 
round face spoke again. ''My face 
tells all of my age, but wisdom, like 
wrinld.es, grows greater as time grows 
shorter," 

Again the crowd of men shifted, 
but with angry whispers this time. 
The king stroked his stubby beard, 
weighing Kola's words. 

"Let him find the thief!" a youlh 
called out. "Ai, Ai," a chorus fol- 
lowed. 

The king raised his head. "In the 
village, there is a thief." His large 
black eyes looked questionably at 
Kola. "Teji men went to the river 
to work. Honey was taken while a 
woman of tlie village was washing 
clothes." He raised his hand towards 
H group of men, "These are the ten 
men. Which one is a thief?" 
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over the steadily mounting din. 

Despite his revulsion Conrad found 
himself attracted to Wootten; tlie 
man's blatancy fascinated him. The 
biK man was telling two of the ■women 
how he had been an undergi-omid 
fighter in Europe after escaping from 
a concentration camp. 

He saw Conrad and drew him into 
the circle. "Conrad here's a fighter, 
too," he said. "We're all fighters, we 
new Australians, eh, Conrad?" 

"That's right" he said. "We never 
forget an enemy, do we Joseph/" 

He said it with more signiiicance 
than he intended and Joseph looked at 
liim sharply for a moment. Then he 
bellowed: "No. by Godi We can bear 
a grudge with the best of Uiem!" He 
grabbed a botUe and broke the neck 
off with his hand. Tlie women 
screamed. Conrad bit his tongue. Thp 
crack was just the same as Nechme s 
finger had soundsd on that fateful 
day. He turned awav. A woman 
said: "Big show off! He'll talk too 
big one of these days." She linked 



her arm in Conrad's. "Get rae a 
drink, darling. Yon look more my 
type," 

He got her a drink, but only sipped 
liis own; he wanted a clear head. The 
woman was young and wild- eyed. 
She didn't interest him. "He's in the 
chips," she was saying, jerking her 
head towards Wootten. "Brother, the 
things he's mixed* up in! Too many 
things; one of tliese days he'll muscle 
else's racket andthey'il 



She 



him 



tediy. 



she 



a reffo, aren't 
chips; Much 



iLit hov 



seph?" 



.iling and she 
save it uu. The noise was terrific. 
Someone played the piano. Looking 
through the window Coni-ad could see 
tlie dark ships 



Dal to 



B ther 



clos. 



■ind. U 
He 




11 CAVALCADE, March, I9S2 



ARCHIBALD THE IVIONtllVlENT 



■Watclied Wootten; watched him take 
■drinl! after dnnk. It was nearly rn;d- 
Biight before he reahsed it. The 
fcarousel reminded hun of the noise 
ffl'oni thp guards' quarters at Saeh- 

I Wootten was alone for a moment, 
I pouring druiks at a table. Something 
I impelled Conrad towards hiin. Woot- 
f ten looked up. grinning. The scar 
["twisted when he gi-inned. Good 
t time?" he said. "Bit better than 
■ Austria, eh? 

I "Sure." Conrad said more easily 
than he felt. Joseph. I ve been mean- 
ing to ask you; Did any of those 
f people you carted away m trucks 
F from Sachsenhausen ever live? - 
i Wootten didn t look up. Not onej 
[. be exclaimed. "Not—' And then he 
[ dropped the bottle. His eyes were 
I bright and alarmed. He looked 
auickly about him. The vaguenesa of 
the near-drunk dropped oft him. He 
w-i.= sharp — and dangerous. Listen, 
he said in a low voice, -what— ? ■ 
"Nothing else." Com'ad said tightly. 



•'That's all I wanted to know. 
Though he told himself he had known ■ 
it all the time: it was hard not to 

He felt Woollen's eyes on him; the 
hig man wasn't shoutmg now, Con- 
rad went to the door, slowly. Nobody 
had seen IHm. He didn t look at 
Wootten. 

He slipped thi'ough, shut it quickly 
and ran down the htaiLs. He had to 
fumble for the door lock in the dark 
and the delav fi-ightened him. Woot- 
ten would follow quickly. The street 
wa'i darker, colder. To the left two 
cigarettes glowed. A woman laughed 
from the shadows across the street. 
Noi^e came from the party overhead. 
Conrad slipped to the right, keeping 
clo'^e to the wall. He put his hand m 
his pocket. 

A door slammed. Convad went up 
two ^tepFi and pressed himself into 
the recps-! made by a door. The back 
of his head pressed against a door- 
knocker. He look his hand out of 
his pocket. There were footsteps on 
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It 



lethmg t 



about it. and altho 
orepared for what he had to d 
heart was honimeting and his 
was numb. He had a feeling c 
perfamtv. as though his plan ■ 
poem long ago committed tu u.. 
familiar, but half-forgottei 
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had a sudden awareness that anything 
—any casual thing like an imexpected 
.by— could undo his plan; but 
he had nn intention of relarine his 

It occurred to him that though 
/cry thing was planaed, some thing 
juld still go wrong— and he wondered 
■hether, in that event, he would be 
to pay the penalty. The penalty! 
There was grim humour in the 
thought; and he made himself say fliat 
if he had to pay, he would go 
igh with what he bad to do. Life 
sweet; but this was necessity, 
iswerahle. 
Conrad felt the sweat trickle again. 
His feet were clammy. The fcotstepa 
were quicker, more anxious now. 
Then a big figure appeared, Conrad 
let him go a pace past the doorway 
belore hs sprang, his hand flying uP 
and down. 

Wootten swung on his heel as the 
gaiTotte fell over his head and round 
his neck. His fingers i^ew to the wire, 
clutching it frantically. He kicked 
igely at Conrad and swore. Con- 
rad dodged behmd him, gi-ipping the 
slack wire in one hand and pushing 
Wootten wiUi the other. 

The fine, strong piano wire cut like 
a knife. Wootten went down on his 
knees ahnost at once, bis fuigers still 
tearing at the wire which was no 
longer there. Conrad was breathing 
lieavily. Quite snddenly Wootten fell 
over, almost noiselessly. Conrad let 
the wire drop. Wire didn't show 
fingerprints. 

He would go quickly back to the 
pub and would not be missed. No- 
body would suspect him. 

. He walked briskly, and yet with a 
sUght swagger. Like a conqueror. 
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TINIER TOTS . . . 

According to extant records, the 
smallest baby ever bom alive is 
claimed by a New York matron, Mrs. 
Max Post— a daughter, who weighed 
just eleven ounces at birth. The 
British record is said to be the 
thii-teen-oz. son of a Newcastle-on- 
line workman. 

THE INKY WAY . . . 

A London news-flash reports that a 
printing ink has been developed 
which gives off the smell ot toast; a 
second ink smells oi coffee; and a 
third of cocoa , , . presumably for 
morning newspapers. A hint that a 
fourth ink— delicately flavoured with 
ham — is being prepared for script 
writers seems to be a libel. 

BOVINE BIRTH-CONTROI, . . . 

It has been announced from Britain 
that cows about to calve can now 
call tiie "doctor" themselves . . . with 
the aid of a new invention. The 
invention consists of a microphone 
fitted above the stalls in which tha 
cow stands. The bovine's bewailings 
(when in labour) are Iransmitted 
through a loud-speaker to the farm- 
er's house. On the same line, Cap- 
tain W. J. Goldsworthy has grown 
tired of having to go dov^nstairs in 
his pyjamas at night to quieten his 
dogs at Frating, Essex. Now he has 
a microphone by his bed. When the 
dogs bark, he speaks into the miks. 
The dogs (so he says, anyway) takQ 




? hint and shut up. 

CLEANLINESS AND . . . 

When bath-tubs were first J 
duced into the United States ahou! 
a century ago, apoplectic authoritiei 
were urged to restrict their use by 
taxation. The State of Virginia placed 
a tax of £6 a year on them; in 1B43 
(in Boston) the unsoaped citizenry 
went furtlier; baths were declared 
illegal unless advised by a doctor. 

BOUNCING BUSMAN . . . 

Falling off buses is (literally) all 
in a day's work for 45-year- oid 
Driving Instructor Albert Fisher- 
Star performer of London Transport".; 
accident demonstration team, formed 
to aid the road -safety campaign. 
Fisher plays the part of a passenger 
and falls from the platform of i 
moving double-deckei' bus four times 
in each twenty -five minute shovj. 
Asked how he enjoyed his job, Mv. 
Fisher coyiy replied; "It's really as 
easy as falling off a log— once you 
know how." 

FASHION NOTE . . . 

Yoiuig British actors are reported 
to have started a fashion which is 
making their girl-friends think furi- 
ously. Latest mode in "fancy pants" 
in two-colour tones — the trouser legs 
in one colom ihe turn-ups, pochet- 
facmgs and waist -hand in another. 
Most favoured are bluey-green trou- 
Bers with Srey facings and turn-ups. 



50 CAVALCABE, March, 1952 



orisiml of '•eUms you ,ke ,a.n. MJo, 

CAVALCADE, March, 1952 3 



STHIP 

with a sipp . 




,0 parody the IM. M=Mtro W. S. Gfcrt (w. h.=r 
L„'t ..ry hard » fiel ... it ' 



- - . Off thrs breast-pfate ciop^ l ^ ' 



that we blame hii 
Dardee's just beg 
more, we hope 
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ANTI'WOG ... 

Development of a new anli-maUi.a 
dvug, l.OCO times as powerful as 
quinine and at least 100 tuaes 
powerful as atabrine (.drugs used .n 
amount in World War H) .s 
Le^ed by ti.e American Chem.o.l 
Society. It is claimed that an ounce 
nf the Jiew substance would con- 
stitJte a flve-to-len-year supply for 
the average patient. Tlie dvvig is be- 
ing tested -With malaiia victuns m 
Nigeria, Africa. No short narae has 
yet been d«sen; t!.e drug at present 
is known as "5-Pai-achl<.rophenyl-2, 
4-Diamino-O-Ethylpyrmudine. 
MIGRAINE MYSTERY ... 

Migi-aine is not ^ ordmai-y head- 
ache. For one ^ing it usually af- 
fects one side of the head only. For 
another, it may be so sevcie as 
lead to collapse. There aie tcv 
useful drugs which may pie\ent ai 
attack or lessen one if it has started, 
taut these should be presci'ibed by a 
doctor. Measures you can take p^i- 
^naUy. As soon as you ^n.d 
tack coming, lie down in a darkened 
room' sleep if you can; tliere is no 
better remedy. After recovery, keep 
on a light diet for a day or two. 
During convalescence it may cheer 
vou to reflect that mlgi-ame suffeiers 
are usually of higher intL-lligence lhan 
normal. 

OVER-DOSE ... , 

You can get too much of a good 
thing . . . even of a vitamm, it seems. 



A report in the "Jomnal of the 
American Medical Association oe- 
scribes what is beUeved to be the 
first case of tlie effects of an ovei- 
dose on a gi'own person. Patient wa^. 
a 411-year-old woman who was lusmg 
the hair or. her head when she con- 
sulted doctors. She had already lost 
eyebrows and eyelashes; was sufieiing 
btine and joint pains, sores and cuts 
in her mouth and nostrils and was a 
mottled brown on her forehead and 
cheeks. Doctors discovered she han 
been overdosing herself with vitamin 
A for a year and a half to cure a 
cough. When the vitanun A was stop- 
ned her trouble cleai'ed up. The re- 
l^A adds that, as more P°t^nt Pre- 
parations of vitamin A are availab^ 
now than formerly, medicos should 
be alert to symptoms of overdosage 
which may appear when doses pre- 
viously thought safe are taken, 
NERVOUS DIARRHOEA ... 

Fern', resentment and guilt play a,i 
important role in <^^y='"e cMc 
diarrhoea, according to Dr. Albert J. 
Sullivan, of the Ochsner Clmic, New 
Orleans The doctor claims thai 
about 40 per cent, of cases of chronic 
diarrhoea are of nervous origin. He 
explains that the colon is a favourite 
orean for the discharge of emotional 
tension in adults and odds that, not 
only chronic diarrhoea but most forins 
of irritable or spastic colon and mucn 
chronic constipation are mental in 
origm. 
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CHm in CaHMH ^tmt 



"TJNSOLVEO" crimes-to stress the 
obvious— are not "I'are." After 
the police place a crime into the "un- 
solved" dossier, they are perfectly 
satislied in their own minds that they 
have solved it. They feel that they 
know who committed the crime; but 
they have heen unable to get a con- 
viction. A link in the chain ii 
missing. 

One very weak reed in evidence i3 
the identification of a suspect at oi 
near the scene of the crime. 

In London in the latter of tlie last 
century, almost eveiy business house 
had a caretaker living on the pre- 
mises; and this caretaker was often 
a widow who acted also as a sort al 
5S CAVALCADE, March, 1952 



housekeeper, serving meals to the 
bosses durmg tlie day. On the night 
of Api'il II, 1S66, such a cai'etaker- 
housekeeper lived on the top floor of 
Messrs. Bevingtons, furriers and lea- 
ther di-essers, 3 Cannon Sti-eet. She 
had been employed by the firm for 
some time . , . and she whs a widow. 
She was also to become the victim 
of what later became famous as "The 
Haraion Street Murder." 
Her name was Sarah Milson. 
Mrs. Milson was not alone on the 
nremises at night. Bevinijtons also 
employed a female cook (who also 
lived on the top floor), and a torter, 
who lived out. 
On the night of April 11, the portei' 



'locked the building^ I'^.V^'fo 

Whistled thTOugh a speakmg tube to 
Mrs- Milson, who wa= m the roo 
iXve He told her that he had 
Ltled up a.d was "ady to leave^ 
Eihe went do wnstau's collected the 
kevs (including tliat of the iu>m 
*Mm put out the HgM in the lobby 
[llS^.w him off the premises. When 
^he went back upstaire, it -was aUoiu 

"About ten minutes later the [Tonl 
door bell jangled. The cook. ™ho wa. 

her bedroom, -started for the^^tau^, 
but Mrs, Milson, Who was on the floo> 
below-in the dminB room of the hv- 
ing quarters-^called out- "Its for m 
I'll go down. 

The cook waited. She beard rrn 
sounds from below . . ■ "o* e^^;" 
voices AftPr some time had passfld 
she realised that Mrs. Mdson bad not 
returned upstairs. 

She found Mrs. MUson lymg a le" 
feet from the front door. Her heaJ 

liad been baslied m! 

The dead body was not far from 
thP -tab" over which much blood 
Ld been spilt. Beside the body lav 
an iron crowbar. 

The cook told the poUce that Mr:^ 
Milson had had a '^'-^^"'^ 
several evenings before the murder 
she had (she claimedl heard the 
voice d£ a man v/ho bad conws 
only to the door: she had not =een 
Ibe man but pi-esumably he had ones 
come for money. At least, Mrs. 
Mil'^.m had borrowed £2 from the 
cook one night just before tt>e rnan 
called, a loan she later repaid. 

The poUce made a thorough ^earcn 
of m^- Milson-B belongmgs, and m 
a bo^ found an interestmg letter: 

"Mi.=. iVIilson, the beai-er of thi.'! 
I bave sent to you as my adviser. 
I have taken tliis course, as I ha" 
received so much annoyance from 
Mr. Webber that 1 can put to w,tii 



U no longer- I will propose teim= to 
vu which vou may accept or not at 
vour pleasure. Failing to voui 
loreeins to this proposal, he is m 

;Lrt=d b, m= 10 *■ 

ton and oxpMn » 
„,tter .l..d.. km 50«.df 

terowml too monoj-aoctor. iiU' 

whicli jou know w., not so. I .W 
.1,„ h.vo him b, iM yom mtor b. 
for. Ml-. BCTtogton, .t 
„m- ob!tm.oy, compote mj adm.r 
to go to tho oxteom.. iSwtodl 
George Terry.' 

With this letter, tfioludmg its e* 
„{• iestead o£ ".eeept" Mthoueh 
pre-uip,iblv written by e £sirly weli- 
ettaeeted m.n) was a reeeipt. 

,-Heeolved of Mrs. M.lsot, il- ^ 
Doptoo, for George Terry, 20 Old 
Change. 

Thi= letter contEUied a threat t 
disclose .oni. dubious tt.ns.el.en » 

w°°-d."°imost amonnted l.^ bl.ckmall- 
Whleh was distinctly something to 

■°in"the moBitlme, other pobce had 
been round and .bout- In No 1. 
Ceoion Slre.1, nei-t to Bevmgtons , 
. widow n.m«l Hobhins was the 
hopsekeeper. She said 
been out for a eouple ol hours o.^ 
E plgh. of the murder and had 
gr -lved home about ten mmutes tt, 
ten. She rang tl.e bell lor her ser- 
vant Cathei-hie Collins, to open tne 
door; but while she was waiting, 
Bevlngton's front door was violently 
.lammed. This "drew her •«•»''"• 
She -aw a man in dark clothes and 
, t.,11 hat leavmg the premise. He 
looked a. her and the hf » 
on hi" face He then ducked his bead 
.„d honied .way. He was, wijiout 
donbt. the klller-bul who was he. 
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The police went along to 20 Old 
Chance to call on George Terrv: but 
George had shifted hia lodgings 
St. Clave s Workhouse. He natiirallv 
had B perfect ahbi. 

When Mrs. Miisoa's husband hai 
been alive (he claimed >. Terrv had 
been a next-door neighbour: botli 
he and his wife had been friends of 
the Milsons. Mr. Milson had died and 
■Mrs. Mileon had later been in need 
of money. Terrv had helped her raise 
a loan of £3a from a Mrc. Webber— 
a loan which had not been repaid. 

Terry added that he had later 
moved to lodgings m Dancer Street: 
in the same house was a man named 
Bill . . . the only name he knew. 
At the end of 18G5 he was getting 
closer to the workhouse. He told Bill 
that he had .lome money owing to 
him (although it was actually owing 
to Mrs. Webber). Bill promised to 

They bought some notepaper. Bill 
wrote a letter m a pub called "Tlio 
Globe. Terry said he did not know 
the contents. 

The two men went from the pub to 
Cannon Street: Terrv pointed out 
Bevingtons. 'Bill" called on Mr^. 
Milson. He was gone about half an 
hour; when he returned he told Terrv 
he had collected twelve shillingK— 
having put eight bob in his sock— out 
of which he took a commi.=sion. "Bill"' 
may have got it;2 and signed a re- 
ceipt for only one pound. 

At all events he mentiniied thai 
Mrs. MOson had had to borrow the 
money from the cook. ("■Bil!" was no* 
exactly a truthful man.) 

Terry said he had never sent 
"Bill" to Mrs. Milson for anv more 
money (of Mrs. Webber'.?). He did 
not know if "Bill ' had ever got anv 
further cash from the woman. 

The encouraged gendarmerie then 
went in search of Bill. Thev dis- 
covered that his real name was Bill— 



Bill Smith, in fact— and that he was 
hvmg m b Eton Squai-e. Eton. Thev 
gathered him m and lie was charged 
at Bow Street. 

Next the constabulary ti-ied a rathei- 
Questionable method of identification, 
Mi's. Robbins was told to stand at 
her door and watch for the man she 
had seen. Smith walked along Can- 
non Street— between two plainclothes 
policemen! Not surprisinglv, she 
picJied hun. 

He was taken (o the Mansioji 
House and placed in a Iine-up. After 
two Visits to the Ime-up. Mrs. Hob- 
bins picked him again. 

Nobody seems to have found it 
strange that she took two trips to 
identify a man she had seen a few 
mmutes before. 

The police then found an Eton boal- 
builder named Henrv Giles wlio .■Jaiti 
that on April 11 or 12. he had asked 
Smith to have a game of dommoes: 
but Sraitli had said he had to go 
10 London and back that night. Giles 
said he eouldn t do the twenty miles 
each way m the tune and called 
Smith a lisr 

Perhaps Smith was a liar: but the 
police proved that he could do the 
lournev in the time. 

When Smith appeared at the Old 
Baily on June 13 tbefore Mi'. Baron 
Bramwell.i he had a solid representa- 
tion—Sergeant Ballantyne: the equal- 
ly famous Montague Williams: and 
Ralph Littler Ualer Sir Kalph and a 
judgel. Smith s defence was an alibi. 
The prosecution suggested that Smith 
had been collecting instalmente on 
her loan from Mrs. Milson: had been 
keeping the monev himself: and had 
murdered Mrs. Milson when she had 
threatened to expose his blackmailing 
or dcfaleatmg. 

It was also alleged that he had de- 
liberately brought along the crowbar 
to kill the woman. Tlio police 
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oLiahl Mrs. Hoi) 



itiCv that 



.' Smith leave Bevingtons on 
night of tlie murder, and other 
I esses to prove he could easilv 
■ left Eton after half-past HCveii 
d be back by half-past eleven. 
The defence trotted out a string ot 
le.ises who testified that thev had 
1 Smith in Windsor — across the 
mes from Eton— at the time the 
■der was committed. A photo - 
rapher said he had seen Smith m n 
Wmdsor between eight and 
If -past: three men claimed they had 
laved cards with Smith at that time 



The lurvmen called Smith 'Not 
Guilty." 

Smith is no doubt long since dead, 
tor it is eightv-Six years from 1366 
to 19S2. The murder is not likely to 
be solved now. Tlie police gave it 
up when SmiQi was turned up . . . 
hut whv? Wasn't there a possibility 
that someone else knew about the 
loan and was levying blackmail on 
Mrs. Milson? It would be toi:gh luck 
for a lot of us if wo got killed for 
not paymg our debts! 



By GLUYAS WILLIAMS 




WITE SWS 5HE'5 SORW BOV SIMER NEEDS HER 
SWiftfER flWUfS INIHtSUtrcWE OHiHE BACK 
fiffrtE 




WF£ HEfiR& fl RKfTLE ftUE ■CillNKS HE DIDN'T 



FlUBi fllL SECURE; SWfS OM AND 316PS, 6£- 
CfllJSE JUNIOR LEFT" HIS CAP SEHIlIP WHEH Hg 

6dt out vJm VhV fb lU'JESTieATe 



a<S UWPPt flSftIV flS MtDLE FfiMlLV ASK 
WHEK ARE TriP/ Sows 1ti JfOP TOf^ lUNC ' 
friEVFE m/NsW 
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I Hints for the i 

FAMILY NURSE 1 




EDSON L. STANNARD 



Dcdkulcd to the Hoiiii^ Nur 



has prescribed and 1 



T(i niulK! till! 



red. Such things can 



the seams at the back, and along tha 
Saras at the sides. The top flap 
and the back can then open out flat, 
diagonal Imes on the two side 
1 tuward the open end. Double 
Jiese two sides back and fasten with 



rest c 



the c 



jletmg the back rest, 
mtlre backrest with clean linen o 
wwellmg. 
One mother used a cardboard car 
in to make a bedtable for her aiim 
)□ and her invention, was so success 
il the boy uisisted on keeping ; 
/en after ha had recovered. 
-I didn t want to spend the mone 
bed table, his mother told m( 



I tried ; 



1 the i 



ing board. I tried evervthinff 3 could 
iiink of, but Joel nust couldn't usa 
them comCortablv. 

I had just about decided we'd 
have to buy a bed table— and theVrc 
pretty expensive, vou know— when 
the delivery boy camo with the gro- 
!!., The carton save me an idea."' 
til her Ititclien shears, she cut 
-circles at opposite ends of the 
,box, deep enough to -fit over his 
^thighs. She cut small hand-holes in 
other ends to make it easv lo 



t all s 



e it would work, 
[ took the rough ■table' into his 
n and placed it over his lap for 
y-out before 1 did anv more- il 
worked perfectly. It was sturdv. just 
I height, and easilv moved. 
The oiHy thing wrong— Joel's a fussy 
b.oy— was its appearance, but that was 
3 easily and Joel had fun helping 



jot another piece of cardboard 
loi- the top, to eliminate the bumos 
Eroni the seam, and Joel taped that in 
while I looked fur somethmii 
■er the whole table with. I found 
Ray chmfz. some wallpaper 



remnants, old Christmas wrapping 
paper and some aluminium foiL W« 
syent quite a bit of time deciding 
whidi covering looked best, and Joel 
finally decided on the aluminium 
foil." 

Another very important comfort 
item IS Ine "doughnut" tn proter'f 
bony parts of the body from constant 
friction against the bedclothes. A 
doughnut can be made bv rolling a 
. sock or stocking down to the toe and 
proddmg it mto a circle with vour 
fingers, or by wrappmg a circlet ot 
cotton m bandage. Elbows and heels 
then can be placed m the middle of 
the padded circle, rehevmg pr<^':ure 
on these frequentlv irritated placeK. 

Like heels and elbows, the hacks 
of bedridden patients' knees are often 
a source of discomfort. Too often, 
when a pillow is placed under the 
knees, the benefits are onlv tempor- 
ary. One lady I Itnow told me: "I 
got awfully tired of puttmg the pillow 
imder his knees, then taking it awav 
Ave minutes later — only to have 
to put it back again in a half hour.' 

One thing always to remember is 
that the patients body should be 
kept m the best natural alignraen;, 
it .■ihould not slump here and oumo 
iliere. We all Jtnow that anyone who 
slouclieg when On his feet tireii more 
quickly than the person who stands 
properly. It's equally true that a per- 
son who sleeps or lies down witn 
head, back and legs m alignment rests 
oetter than the one who doesn't. 

Yet, when the doctor orders the 
patients feet elevated— or his head— 
don t rush out to buv an elevator bed. 
Except for hospitals or for the patient 
who must spend months m such a 
position, the elevator bed i.'! an un- 



flnd i 



expense, 
safe way to i 
ale methods 



But be sm-e you 
lise the bed. Two 
re tauglit by the 
the Home 
L he made 



Both 
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contrived for a 

CORNER 



There ore several points in fovour of home building lots 
corner and these invariably coll for a different opproach in 
design' from the more frequent inside lots. CAVALCADE su 
lot plon with a splayed wing Incorporating the garoge, to provi 
from the leost importont street. 

The 



t the junction of the two wings, wh 
o the centre of the house. The living roon 
(pens through full length gloss doors on to □ 
serves direct to the living room, one end of which 
There is also a meal recess in the kitchen. 



o bedro 



e placed one eoch side of a roomy a 



Cupboord accommodation in the house consists of a built- 
eoch bedroom, a large linen cupboard, and a cloak cupboard op 
entronce hall. The kitchen is olso well fitted up with cupboar 

The minimum frontage required to accommodate this ho 
The overall oreo, including the goroge, is 1540 square feet, I 
elastic and considerable variation in room sizes, thus reducini 



Doks the rear 
javed terrace, 
lid be used 

/ardrobe to 
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can be wily 




REGRET to report 
writing— I 1- - 

leged to hobnob with a 

ine, Grade Al-guaranteed, Dyed-in- 
the Wool Wizard. 
I have, of coursa, been on nodding 
s with several Stage Magicians 
. . one of whom actually shamed 
a publicly by attemptmg to hyp- 
..^tise me and then abusmg me over 
the footlights because I declined 'o 
swoon into his arms. But the Auth- 
entic Article . . . unfortunately, NO! 

It has been a source of sadness 
to me . . . especiaUy after reading 
the gaudy anecdotes which more fav- 
oured (or perhaps more vividly imag- 
inative) characters have compiled of 
their experiences in this line. But 
lately I have begun to have tny 
doubts. 

It strikes me now that the three- 
card trick may not have been one 
of the major discoveries of modem 
civilisation and that the wizards had 
a neat line of their own. 

Consider, for example, Alexandei- 
the Paphlagonisn, who ia alleged to 
GAY DOYLE have spilled his spell well over 20DQ 
years ago. 

It may be magical; but brother, Uie From the record. Alexander — to 
hand can often deceive an eagle-eye. quote the soulful sighmgs of the 
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hibititig the features of a human 
countenance, but also to hear the 
monster speak with human wDitJs." 
All, that is, except Lucian. 
Lucian consulted his spies and 
penned more sarcastic innuendoes. 

" he deplored (in effect). "Th, 



poijulace of Abonotic 


a were a pack of 


fools. That huge s 


erpant of Alex- 


ander'a wasn't the m 


oat snake; it was 


the reptile he had th 


eved from Pella. 


That head wasn't hu 


man; it was 'art- 


fully formed of lin 
the serpent answerir 


n.' And as for 


Hades, didn't anyon 


U (lUCMKms . . . 
have the sense 


to sec that Alexan 
tube (carefully c 


er had fitted a 
ncealed) which 


stretched from the 


snake's mouth 


through the wall i 


to an adjoining 








the select com- 






On the face of the 
der~even in this de 


vldence, Alexan- 
eenerate modem 


era -would immed 


ately have been 


tossed into a cell as 


a con-man. But 


was he? No, he was 




admirers erected t 


r iheir idol a 



Dr. Lamb (it is gathered) exis 
,bout 300 years ago and was repu 
o be "a celebrated sorcerer." : 
ilients were varied and voluble . 

lui'kiui th:i: 
irtain anonymous gallant. 
This gallant staggered back homt 
if ill-repute. 

3ly 



the wi 
He 



tip-toemg cautiou. 
stairs when all hell (and it wasn't his 
wife) broke loose. Lightning flashed; 
thunder bellowed; hurricane -squalls 
rocked the house like a tee-to-tum, 

"Help! Help!" the gallant heard his 
wife squeal. Abandoning discretion, 
he dashed to her aid. He had just 
reached her bedside when the tempest 
ceased as suddenly as it had burst. 
The moon shone; stars twinkled; there 
was a holy calm. 

"Ha!" deduced the gallant's wife 
famUy. "You've been with Doctor 
Lamb!" 

■■Yes, m'dear," he confessed (lying 
with aplomb and abandon). "I was 
this night sitting with Doctor Lamb 
in his room, when presently ... to 
my no small surprise ... a tree 
sprang up from the middle of the 
floor. Next moment, three dwai-fs, 
with three little axes, began to fell 
the tree. As it crashed to the floor, 
the three dwarfs whistled long to- 
gether. 'They call for the wind that 
will to-night fell that tree,' the wise 
Doctor explained. That's what made 
me late ... and that's what caused 
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His wife believed him (they really 
id believe things like that in those 

Still, something seems t<i have gone 
wrong. Maybe errant husbands over- 
did Dr. Lamb and succeeded in so 
tofutiating their wives that they killed 
the gooEG that laid the china eggs of 
domestic harmony. At all events, in 
MO, Dr, Lamb's house was 'stormed 
y a mob of raving femininity who 
)re him to pieces in the streets , . . 
n unconscious martyr to connubial 

Then there was Henry Cornelius 
Agriffpa, renowned as a philosopher, 
wizard, alchemist and sage. Though 
he was born in 1488, Master Henry 
sounds positively contemporary. He 
was especially noted for two things: 

(a) Agrippa was In the habit of 
issuing cheiiues which— to coin :i 
phrase— "bounced." In other words, 
whenever he dined and wined (par- 
ticularly wined) at an inn, he would 



"pay his bin in counterfeit money, 
which at the time of payment ap- 
peared of sterling value, but in a 
few days after lost its gloss and be- 
came valueless pieces of horn." From 
which whimsy, innkeepers had no 
trouble whatsoever in convincing 
themselves that the Professor was ob- 
viously inspired by evE spirits. 

And (b) he kept a black dog. As 
he lay a-dying, this faithful hound 
snapped its collar ("a leathern band 
studded with nails which were 
fliQught to form a necromantic in- 
scription") and leaped on to its 
master's bed. "Down! Down!" gasped 
the expiring Agrippa. "You're always 
worrying me." The woe-begone can- 
ine slunk out of the room. 

Naturally, current historians are in- 
clined to view this deduction with a 
tmge of cynicism ... but it did not 
prevent our ancestors from treating 
Agrippa with a healthy (or unhealthy, 
as you care to regard it) respect. 
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Tourist Topics: We know a tcavelier who claims that he crossetl the 
Pacific twice without having a bath . . . the dirty double -crosser • Which 
reminds us that a Tourist is a man wlio tvavels thousands of miles to get a 
photograph of himself standing by his car • To Let, Etc.: Our Prolossional 
Bachelor is quitting his flatette; seems he can't stand Ihe way his landlady 
insists on keeping everything so noat . . . including her gin • Thus, for 
obscure reasons, leading us to observe tliat a Bachelor is a man who fails 
to embrace his opportunities • Still, who can blame him; our OfRce Hermit 
has been heard moaning that his wife has changed a lot in 20 years . . . 
his habits, his friends and his houis • Household Hints: There are three 
things a woman can make out of nothing— a hat, a salad, and a quarrel • 
Inluition is the strange instinct tliat lells a woman siie is right, whether she 
is or not • Tiny Tols Corner: Almost every child would learn to write 
sooner it allowed to do liis homework on wet cement • Wlien youth calls to 
youth, they usually tie up the phono for a couple of hours • Being no doubt 
■the reason why a buy's voice changes at adolesence; but a girl's when she 
answers the phone " Department For Dominies; A plaintive pupil-teacher 
recently explained to the school inspector that she had two most abnormal 
children in her class . . . both uf [hem had good manners • Shape -of -Tliinga- 
to-Oome Section: Television, we hope, will solve the traffic problem; there'll 
be no cars out; everyone will be at home . . . gettmg eye strain • Then 
there's the pained poijpet who's been muttering morosely that her ex-beau 
not only lied to her about his yaclit ... he even made her do the rowing • 
Sidelight on Sports: A woman wlio's always putting her cards on the tablo 
probably has nice hands • Discipline Division; A real Enectitive is a cad 
who con hand back a letter for a third re-typing to a red-headed stenographer 
• Health Hint; A hypochondriac is mostly a star-crossed character who can't 
leave being well enougli alone • Geographic Note: What our roving cor- 
respondent likes about Paris is not her longitude but her latitude • Literary 
Note: An historical novel is a book with a shapely wench on the jacket, but 



OUR SHORT STOKY: Going away: Must sell— two high chairs; two drop- 
side cots Iwith inottres.ses) ; twin push cliair , . . double-barrelled shotgun. 
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■ifiunrl Thp itrnt had come from Uie ■ did not say anything pbout the foal- 
other side of the dearing and it had ishness of hunting tigers slone. He 
leiled the tiger with beautiful accnr- went over to inspect his kill and chat 
erythmg was silent for a to Dunis and company in their own 



md the. 



t Dirk Hoist. Lor 



'e got him back to camp. It ap- Ian was saying. ■■What a shot he 

red that he had stolen out to must he. and what eyesight." Genu- 

■Ic Ihp tiger and had taken urj a ine admiration warmed his words. I 

fi™ b'>h'"d = 'nrl: III Tn^-inoeiiv. I'nnld have told hun that the Men 

' tr. got =. np.'^rei- view of ths of the Tiger Tribe, like the great 

nrhiile hp had caught his foot in cats themselves, are said be born with 

|p£t and wrpnt^hed his knee. What the" abUity to see in the dark. 

; wt,r.=P. his Coot had been held Dirk came back, smiling, -You 

, between tho i-ocks So tiiat he malte a good bait. Ian. He's a fine 

; Irapped. anil liis rille had rolled tiger. I give him to you." 

hi<r hand- Seeing Hiat he had We talked the casual conversation 



denlv how difficult r 



■Tabek. Tuan," a 
voice said from beyo 
light. There had bee 



Dirk." 

Into the firelight stepped what must 
have looked like an incredible figure 
in Ion. A young Malavan with light 



looked at me. puEzli 
Dirk said in hi^ 
accented English, "I 
happened to be the 
HD CAVALCACJf^. I 



. something more. You know, the 
■ they talk about him I fliought 
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presen+s plans for a simple, grac- 
ious, smartly modern house . . . 
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A WARNING 
TO MEN 
IN MID-LIFE 



At about 50 years of oge most men 
show Q marked decline in vitoiity 
dird vigor. At the some time, and 
for no ■ apparent reason, they sud- 
denly develop o nervous tension ond 
emotionol instability; they are unable 
to sleep, and lose interest In life; 
they suffer from joint poins; become 
irritable over nothing, easy to aggra- 
vate, moody, indecisive, unable to 
concentrate, and over oil There s a 
constant dragging tiredness. But this 
change is not confined to mid-life 
only. Quite frequently these symp- 
toms appear ot the age of 35 ond 
there ore many coses of men as 
young as 30 who hove loit their 

Do'^ToU suffer from any of these 
symptoms? If you show signs of 
just one it is a sure indication thot 
your natural production of male hor- 
mnnp it decreasing, becouse it is this 
mole hormone thot governs the whole 
choracter and characteristics of the 

Because NU-MAN contains genuine 
male hormone, it replaces the noturol 
supply ond so prevents the mentol 
and physical decline that must other- 
wise surely tollow. That is why from 
the day you start NU-MAN, you will 
find renewed virility, increased 
vitoiity, immediate relief from worry 



3 aggres 
to life. 



FREE! 



Tear this out 
write To-doy for sample 
and full detoils of NU-MAN 

A. B. WARD & CO. 

Dept. C12, Box 3323, 
G.P.O., Sydney, N.S.W. 

Pleose PRINT your name and address 
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Hantu, and why he had become a 
legend in liis lifetime. 

At Tanjong Bulan stands a fabulous 
Dutch-Colonial house. It commands 
the whole of the river bend and down 
from its great deep verandahs roll 
spice-scented gardens. If ever there 
was a palace in the wilderness, it is 
tliis hnuse with its ereat stone rooms, 
its opulent teak fm-niture, its marble 
and fine linen. And of this palace, 
and indeed of all the surrounding 
land beneath the gi'im brow of Gun- 
ong Hantu, Dirk Hoist is unchallenged 
lord. 

I have heard the story many times, 
and it may be that it has changed 
in the telling. It starts around 1890 
when there came first to this island 
a big, fair Dutchman, Before him, 
no man had dared to stay long on tlie 
inhospitable shores of this island, and 
certainly no trader had dared to 
settle there in spite of far-spread 
legends of its hidden riches. And 
many men had disappeared forever 
or returned gibbering idiots from the 
tortures inflicted on them by a proud 
and hostile race of brown men whose 
"tiger-god" was reputed to dwell on 
the very summit of the Mountain of 
Ghosts. But Evert Hoist foyght 
his way ashore and up this dark 
river. He did not linger on the 
shores, but established himself at the 
very foot of the muttering mountain. 
No battle had yet been fought on 
the mountain itself, and the brown 
men, fearing to incur the wrath ( 
the Tiger-God, waited for the motir 
tain to revenge this white man's ei 
frontery. When the mountain rf 
mained peaceful, they became cur: 
ous; but still they did nothing. Since 
the stranger had dared to settle e 
the very foot of their Mountain c 
Ghosts, they dared not dislodge him. 

What happened in the ten years 
between the coming of Evert Hoist 
and the opening up of the coal mine 
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The doctor shook hia head as i£ 
magnetised by the small apparition. 

"In this bundle that yotl see are 
»o things," pronouhDod the otoa i 
pisau fhioh my ti»el«. the Kaj.h ol 
the Tiger-men, bequeathed to me 
when he died, and th, paper m • 
box whioh the while Tnan who Imed 
her. la.e to my mother, who • dead 
also. The, ... =11 de.d and *•! 
tove gone l» Ounong H.ntu but I 
am living and I have eome bnngmg 
these thiug. as the Tuan order.i 
The ehiialsh yoiee pronouneed the 
word. oateMly !»• » w."""-' 
lesson. .. 

The doctor undid the bag. tod. 
was . megniflcently chased silver 
knile carved with the symbols of the 
Tiger' Bace, which the doctor recog- 
;Sd because he was a collector o( 
such thing.. H. realised also hal 
it was precious and laid it carefully 
on th. t.blo. Then he pulled out a 
small teakwood box. AH the time he 
was listening to, sounds outside; bu 
th. silence did not break. Th. hd of 
the box was slotted .nd engraved to 
torn it. own lock. The little n*v. 
boy took it from him and moved lie 
M carefully in Ws small thin hands. 
Inside were papers. 

The doctor took them out and saw 
that th.y «ere ta Dutch. He red 
th.m while the whit, woman, from- 
th, habit of a life-time of service 
set the child on a couch and ordered 
Mydin to bring food for him. 

With a deep bow towards the Sllv.r 
knife, Hjdln obeyed, cbiM 
cepted lh.se attentions gravely, M 
eye. always wateblng the doctor who 
"ad on At last the white man look- 
ed up and into the serioiis eyes J* 
the child. "Tah.l, Tuan," he said 

Tlien he looked at the white woman 
and Mydin. "This is the child for 
•ifcomul, l!-«Ho» — 
h. said. -nii. is the sen of Evert 



Hoist and of the sist.r of the Rajah." 

The white woman gasped and look- 
ed again at the child. 

"But this child is ol the Tlgei 
People and no white man has ever 
crossed the Mountain of OhosK ».d 
leturned alive," he said incredulous y. 
Then sb. looked closely again at the 
face of the child and knew that one 
man had crossed the mountain. ■ 

The docl»r's voice was li*! 
relief. "Don't you s.e? Evert has 
made a lasthig peace for us. In tms 
chUd are united our blood and the 
blood of the Tiger-Men." 

The woman's eyes fell to the papers 
he still held in his hand. 

"This is his will. This bouse and 
all the lands of Tanjong Bulan are 
the child's and he trusts him to us 
to be educated." 

The firelight flickered on fan's face 
as I finished. A pig grunted. A moth 
hovered over the fire. Ian looM 
beyond the circle of light, mto the 
darkness. "That child was . . . Dirk 
Hoist?" he asked. 
I nodded, prodding at my piPe. 
Next day wo started down river. 
When we came to th. bend wher. 
the very foot of Ounong H.ntu 
dabbles llself in the water, w. puU.d 
in to the stone landing stage that was 
so well hidden that on out way up, 
Ian had net even noticed it. Over 
the foot of the mountaui we wen., 
aud up , . , «P to wh«-e Tan,cng 
Bulen sits forever in the very lap 
of the Tiger God. And watting foi 
us was the man who belonged to the 
past and lo the future of thl. Island; 
to the shadows ol the Mcimtam of 
Ghosts and to the sunlight of the 
little settlement at the rivers mouth 

Dirk Hoist himself, 
' But Ian went forward to the lonely 
figure, smUing his boyish smile, ig- 
noring the legend that hedged in thi,. 
placa-and I was glad of that 
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THE CORPSE ATE HEARTY 



■por three days tho sun liad been 
glaring down at the park, and 
now the gi'ass was dry and yellow, 
and the small round lake lay as quiet 
and tepid as a forgotten cup of tea. 
There were paths curving EluggisUy 
through the park and on these paths 
benches were set at regular intervals 
where old men and nursemaids with 
carriages sat waiting for breezes. No 
one played checkers, there were no 
political discussions, no gossip; even 
file children were languid. 

On one of the benches facing the 
lake sat two old men, silent and un- 



friendly, like gargoyle book-ends. 
One was slowly munching a frank- 
fm'ter, and tliere was so much 
stealthy delight etched in the deep 
lines of his face that any passerby 
could tell that frankfurters were 
verboten items in his diet. 

The other, a tall moustached old 
man whose backflung shoulders were 
the last remnants of what once must 
have been a superb posture, kept 
glancing fearfully at the disappearmg 
frankfurter, and shivering. 

Slowly, relishing each mouthful, 
the old man munched. It was not 
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until he was finished and regretfully 
wiping mustard and roll crumbs from 
his mouth that he noticed the shiv- 
ering man at the far end of the bench. 
His brow knitted ■ in wonderment. 
"What's the matter?" he asked softly. 
■■A chiU?" 

The second old man brusijuely 
siioofc his head, 

"Don't you feel good? Maybe you 
shouldn't be out in weatlier lilce this, 

I had 3 fi'iend once " 

"I feel good," the second old man 
said. His voice hoarse and tinged 
with an accent. He spoke so harshly 
that the one who had just finished the 
frankfurter winced. 

"I feel gaod," he said again flatly 
and stubbornly this time. 

Tlie first old man shrugged and 
turned away. A moment later he 
frowned. Faint twinges and rumblings 
in his stomach had begun generating 
feelings of fear and guilt. He hoped 
fervently that he wouldn't be sick 
that night, because if he were, his 
daughter would question him sternly, 
and then . . . 

"In the old country I was a police 
inspector," the other man said sud- 

"That so?" The first old man smiled, 
only too glad to forget how his 
daughter would scold. "I had a 
friend once " 

"For only three years I was a police 
inspector. Those days I was a man to 
look at. Young and strong. Shoulders 
like an ox . . ," 

His eyes closed slowly and fixed 
brood ingly on the past. He had 
stopped shivering. The first old man 
settled back, content to listen . , . 

"Hunting, fencing, swimming — all 
the sports, I was a champion in all of 
them. I would raise my arm to make 
a muscle, and tlie young ladies would 
gasp, I was clever too. I was con- 
sidered the most promising of all the 



young inspectors. 

"Then one day Ivan Lomi2niev, my 
chief, called mo mlo his office. 'Petier,' 
he said, T have an assignment for 
you. Routine, A man's been mur- 
dered. Frehdev, an artist. It looks 
like simple burglary that turned into 
mui'der when this artist Frehdev en- 
tered the room at the wrong time 
and surprised the burglar. Inspector 
Maiklen was handling the case, but 
now he's sick at home. You take 
over, Peter, Go down and speak to 
tlie widow. Look around and prepare 
a report, and stai-t the search for the 
man who did it. Good day.' 

"I saluted and left, I had read 
about the murder in the papers. 
Frehdev had been a painter of great 
talent, but very morbid and depres- 
sing. Death and bodies decaying— 
that's what he had painted, over and 

"The papers told how for years all 
Ihe critics had agi'eed that he was 
one of the best, but that his canvases 
could never find any buyers. That this 
man who might some day have flow- 
ered into one of our country's great- 
est geniuses— I still remember how 
the journalist wrote — should hove 
been killed so casually, is a national 
shame and scandal, 

"That was what the papers said; 
I was no student of the arts. To me 
it was another case, and 1 was out to 
catch the murderer. I was young and 
strong; I loved life and I hated death. 
Murder especially, 

"I went to tlie funeral parlour where 
the body was lying. What was left of 
it. The mortician lifted the shroud so 
I could see, where the head had been, 
a tangle of red flesh and white bones. 
Whoever had killed him had loved 
blood— he had swung the bludgeon 
again and again till nottiing but red 
paste and gristle were left where the 
face had been, 
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i walked slowlv towards the dead 
man s house. I wasn t happy at what 
lav ahead; ringing the beU and fac 
ing his widow. Women's tears I coliI 
iiiivor MLiind. 

"Then the door opened and 
stooped breathing. 

"She was the most beautiful wo 
man I have ever seen — and I hav 
gone back and forth over the world 
more than a dozen times. Small as I 
was taU. delicate as I was broad, 
with a shadow of sadness greying her 
face. Her hair was thick and black, 
and it fell over her shoulder 
one of those thick mourning veils that 
the women of my country wore then 
Her eves shone from deep inside blue 
moist hollows, and her pale lips keni 
trembling. 

"1 stared. I was used to buxon 
country lasses. fuU-hioped and 
laughing. I had expected a dra 
plain-faced widow. I had never evs 
spoken to a woman like this befor 
-Stammering and apologetic. I ii 
trodiiced myself. She nodded and 
motioned for me to enter, 

-That house. I'U never forget that 
house. The walls were coveied with 
all her husband's unsold pictures. 
They formed a design that made mv 
eyes blink, half in fear and half in 
pr&yer. Those colours-clotting blood 
everywhere mixed with splintered 
bone-ends. I, a young rough police 
inspector, was rooted to the spot: you 
riiiL imniiino tiiiiir liriwoi-. 
"The widow pointed to a chair with 
mfifully flowing j 



I r. 



self. 



'Please.' I said, 'tell me what hap- 
poneri.' 

"She told me. and as she boke my 
heart burned. I heard the feint nniacs 
that had awakened her and her hus- 
band on the night of the murder. I 
saw her husband glido from the bed 
and enter the room where the thief 
crouched. I heard the first blow, the 
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EYE WITNESS: 

Cedric Mentiplay, who writes 
1,000 Marching Corpses" Cpage 4). ^ 
not only a fighting soldier and ^ 



BREAKING STRAIN: 

Miracles of eneineering can slram 
to breaking-pomt, and do (page ^Z). 
People who drive aci'oss the Sydney 
Harbour Bridge in a wind know that 
the wind-force is enough to influence 
the steering o£ a car-hut iiiey can 
be comforted by the fact that this 
bridge was built with that wind m 



GHOST TOWN: 

There are a number of ghost towns 
in Australia, but Cooktown is so well 
known that it aeems wrong to rank 
it among tliem. Jack Pearson visited 
Cooktown not long before last Christ- 
mas— no more than six months ago. 
So the Cooktown he writes about 
(page 24) is the town of there and 



JUNGLE JUICE: 

Voodoo (page 32) is loosely spoken 
about and joked about-but voodoo is 
nothing to laugh about. This organised 
orgy of frenzied emotions is anything 
but a glamour spectacle. It is i 
relic of the jungle. 

MYSTERY: 

Some killers go to great lengths to 
liide file bodies of their victims; but 
the killer at Cannon Street (page 5b 
thig issue) created a furore of mystery 
by leaving the body where it fell ana 
dvQwmg a cloak about his own iden- 
tity. And the move was so astute 
that the criminal was never caugnt. 

GETTING AWAY WITH IT: 

Do you fancy yourself as adept at 
getting away with something? Well, 
precisely, with what? Lots of feUow;, 
think they're hell on wheels because 
a piece of mmor deception slides past 
unobserved: hut that's nothing! The 
adepts at this sort of thing haven t 
been medicine men or magicians: 
they've been men like you-with 

imagination, hide and guts. And what 
has it done for them? The piece of 

colourful and imaginative fact on 

page 66 will put you wise— it may 

even "tip you off"! 
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